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T    O      T    H    E 


DUK 


O    F 


MARLBOROUGH. 


Grace  has  given  leave,  that 
thefe  few  Poems  (hould  appear  in 
the  world  under  the  patronage  of  your 
Name.  But  this  leave  would  have  been 
refufed,  I  know,  had  you  expected  to 
find  your  own  praifes,  however  juft,  in 
any  part  of  the  prefent  addrefs.  I  do  not 
fay  it,  my  Lord,  in  the  ftile  of  compliment. 
Genuine  modefty,  the  companion  and  the 
grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  furely  dif- 
a  2  tinguifti- 

761450 


DEDICATION. 

tinguifhed  from  the  affectation  of  it :  as 
furely  as  the  native  glowing  of  a  fine 
complexion  from  that  artificial  coloring, 
which  is  ufed,  in  vain,  to  fupply  what 
Nature  had  denied,  or  has  refumed. 

YET,  permit  me  juft  to  hint,  my 
Lord,  while  I  reftrain  my  pen  from  all 
enlargement,  that  if  the  faireft  public 
character  muft  be  railed  upon  private  vir- 
tue, as  furely  it  mufc,  your  Grace  has 
laid  already  the  fecureft  foundation  of  the 
former^  in  the  latter.  The  eyes  of  man- 
kind are  therefore  turned  upon  you  :  and, 
from  what  you  are  known  to  have  done, 
in  one  way,  they  reafonably  look  for 
whatever  can  be  expected  from  a  great 
and  good  man,  in  the  other. 

THE  Author  of  thefe  lighter  amufe- 
ments  hopes  fooa  to  prefent  your  Grace 

with 


D  E  D  I  C AT  10  N. 

with  fomething  more  folid,  more  deferv- 
ing  your  attention,  in  the  life  of  the 
FIRST  DUKE  of  MARLBOROUGH. 

You  will  then  fee,  that  fuperior  talents 
for  war  have  been,  tho  they  rarely  are, 
accompanied  with  equal  abilities  for  ne- 
gotiation: and  that  the  lame  extenfive 
capacity,  which  could  guide  all  the  tu- 
multuous fcenes  of  the  camp,  knew  how 
to  direcl,  with  equal  fkill,  the  calmer 
but  more  perplexing  operations  of  the 
cabinet. 

IN  the  mean  while;  that  you  may 
live  to  adorn  the  celebrated  and  difficult 
title  you  wear ;  that  you  may  be,  like 
him,  the  defender  of  your  country  in 
days  of  public  danger ;  and  in  times  of 
peace,  what  is  perhaps  lefs  frequently, 

found, 


D  E  D  I  CAT  I  0  N. 

found,  the  friend  and  patron  of  thofe 
ufeful  and  ornamental  arts,  by  which  hu- 
man nature  is  exalted  and  human  fociety 
rendered  more  happy  :  This,  my  Lord,  is 
refpeclfully  the  wifh  of 

Your  GRACE'S 
moft  obedient 

humble  fervant. 


CONTENTS. 

TRUTH  in  RHYME  :  Addreff'ed  to  a  certain  noble 

Lord.  i 

To  the  AUTHOR  of  the  preceding  Poem.  12 

The  DISCOVERY.  14 

EPIGRAM  :  Written  at  TUNBRIDGE-WELLS, 
1760.  17 

VERSES  written  for,    and  given  in  Print  to  a 
BEGGAR.  18 

The  REWARD:  Or,  APOLLO  's  Acknowledgments 
to  CHARLES  STANHOPE.  19 

TYBURN:  To  the  MARINE  SOCIETY.  25 

ZEPHIR:  Or,  The  STRATAGEM.  45 

EDWIN  and  EMMA.  57 

On  the  Death  of  Lady  AN  SON,  71 

A  FUNERAL  HYMN.  78 


TRUTH, 


I    N 


RHYME: 


ADDRESSSED    TO 


A  certain  NOBLE  LORD. 


B  To 


0  the  AUTHOR  of  the  following  POEM, 

'*  It  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy  ; 
It  is  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  I." 

Imprimatur, 

meopertculo, 

CHESTERFIELD. 


/  r 


Advertifement. 


TH  E  following  extract  from  his  Majeily's 
Speech  to  both  Houfes  of  Parliament* 
"which,  by  every  man  in  his  dominions,  would 
be  thought  the  nobleft  introduction  to  a  poem 
of  the  firft  merit,  is  peculiarly  fuitable  to  in- 
troduce this.  However  unequal  thefe  verfes 
may  be  to  the  fubjedl:  they  attempt  to  adorn> 
this  fingular  advantage  will  be  readily  allowed 
them.  It  will,  at  the  fame  time,  be  the  ful- 
left  and  beft  explanation  of  the  Author's  mean* 
ing,  on  a  theme  fb  interefling  and  uncommon* 
The  words  are  thefe  : 

March  3,   1761. 

*  *  *  tn  confequence  of  the  act  pafled 
in  the  reign  of  My  late  glorious  Predeceflbr> 
King  WILLIAM  the  Third,  for  fettling  the 
fucceffion  to  the  Crown  in  My  Family,  the 
commiflions  of  the  Judges  have  been  made 
during  their  good  behaviour.  But,  notwith- 
B  2  (land- 


4          ADVERTISEMENT. 

ftanding  that  wife  provifion,  their  offices  have 
determined  upon  the  demife  of  the  Crown, 
or  at  the  expiration  of  fix  months  afterwards, 
in  every  inftance  of  that  nature  which  has 
happened. 

I  look  upon  the  independency  and  upright- 
nefs  of  the  Judges  of  the  land  as  effential  to  the 
impartial  adminiftration  of  Juflicej  as  one  of 
the  beft  fecurities  to  the  rights  and  liberties  of 
my  loving  fubjects  j  and  as  moft  conducive  to 
the  honor  of  the  Crown.  And  I  come  now  to 
recommend  this  interefting  objecT:  to  the  confide- 
ration  of  Parliament ;  in  order  that  fuch  far- 
ther provifion,  as  mall  be  mofl  expedient,  may 
be  made,  for  fecuring  the  Judges  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  their  offices,  during  their  good  behaviour 9 
notwtthjianding  any  fuch  demife. 


TRUTH, 


U     T     H, 


I    N 


RHYME. 


AS  T  R  E  A,  eldeft  born  of  JOVE, 
Whom  all  the  gods  revere  and  love, 
Was  fent,  while  man  deferv'd  their  care, 
On  earth  to  dwell,  and  govern  there  : 
Till  finding  earth  by  heaven  unaw'd, 
Till  fick  of  violence  and  fraud, 
Abandoning  the  guilty  crew, 
Back  to  her  native  fky  me  flew. 
There,  ftation'd  in  the  Virgin-Jign, 
She  long  has  ceas'd  on  earth  to  mine  j 
Or  if,  at  times,  fhe  deigns  a  finile, 
'Tis  chief  o'er  Britain 's  favor'd  iile. 

FOR  there  —  her  eye  with  wonder  fix'd  ! 
That  wonder  too  with  pleafure  mix'd  1 

i  She 


6          TRUrH,     in   RHTME. 

She  now  beheld,  in  blooming  youth, 
The  PATRON  of  all  worth  and  truth; 
Not  where  the  virtues  moft  refort, 
On  peaceful  plains,  but  in  a  court ! 
Not  in  a  cottage,  all-unknown ; 
She  found  him  feated  on  a  throne ! 
What  fables  paint,  what  poets  iing, 
She  found  in  fad:  —  a  Patriot-King  ! 

BUT  as  a  fight,  fo  nobly  new, 
Deferv'd,  me  thought,  a  nearer  view  ; 
To  where,  by  filver-ftreaming  'Thames, 
Afcends  the  palace  of  St.  James, 
Swift  thro  furrounding  fhades  of  night, 
The  Goddefs  mot  her  beamy  flight. 
She  ftop'd ;  and  the  revealing  ray 
Blaz'd  round  her  Favorite,  where  he  lay, 
In  fweet  repofe  :  o'er  all  his  face, 
Repofe  med  fofter  bloom  and  grace  ! 
But  fearful  left  her  fun-bright  glare 
Too  foon  might  wake  him  into  care, 
(For  fplendid  toils  and  weary  ftate 
Are  every  monarch's  envy'd  fate) 
The  ftream'of  circling  rays  to  fliroud, 
She  drew  an  interpofing  cloud. 


IN 


TRUTH,    in    R  H Y M E.          7 

IN  all  the  filence  of  furprize, 
She  gaz'd  him  o'er  !  She  faw  arife, 
For  gods  can  read  the  human  breaft, 
Her  own  idea  there  imprefl ! 
And  that  his  plan,  to  blefs  mankind, 
The  plan  now  brightening  in  his  mind, 
May  ftory's  whiteft  page  adorn, 
May  mine  thro  nations  yet  unborn, 
She  calls  URANIA  to  her  aid. 

AT  once,  the  fair  ethereal  Maid> 
Daughter  of  MEMORY  and  JOVE, 
Defcending  quits  her  lawrel'd  grove : 
Loofe  to  the  gale  her  azure  robe ; 
Borne,  in  her  left,  a  ftarry  globe, 
Where  each  fuperior  fon  of  fame 
Will  find  infcrib'd  his  deathlefs  Name  $ 
Her  right  fuflains  th*  immortal  lyre, 
To  praife  true  merit,  or  infpire. 

BEHOLD  — . — AST  RE  A  thus  began  - — * 
The  friend  of  virtue  and  of  man  ! 
Calm  reafon  fee,  in  early  youth  ! 
See,  in  a  prince,  the  foul  of  truth  ! 
With  love  of  juftice,  tender  fenfe 
For  fuffering  worth  and  innocence! 

Who 


8          TRUTH,    in    RHTME. 

Who  means  to  build  his  happy  reign 

On  this  beft  maxim,  wife  and  plain 

Tho  plain,  how  feldom  underftood  ! 
That,  to  be  great,  he  muft  be  good. 
His  bread  is  open  to  your  eye ; 
Approach,  URANIA,  mark,  and  try. 
This  bofom  needs  no  thought  to  hide  : 
This  virtue  dares  our  fearch  abide. 

THE  facred  fountains  to  fecure 
Qtjuftice,  undifturb'd  and  pure 
From  hopes  or  fears,  from  fraud  or  force, 
To  ruffle  or  to  ftain  their  courfe ; 
That  tbefe  may  flow  ferene  and  free, 
The  Law  muft  independent  be ; 
Her  minifters,  as  in  my  fight, 
And  mine  alone,  difpenfing  right ; 
Of  piercing  eye,  of  judgment  clear, 
As  honor,  juft,  as  truth,  fincere, 
With  temper,  firm,  with  fpirit,  fage, 
The  MANSFiELDSof  each  future  age. 

/ 

AND  this  prime  bleflingis  to  fpring 
From  Youth  in  purple  !  from  a  King  / 
Who,  true  to  his  imperial  trull, 
His  greatnefs  founds  in  being  juft ; 

Pre- 


TRUTH,    in    RHTME.       •  ;« 

Prepares,  like  yon  afcending  fun, 
His  glorious  race  with  joy  to  run ;  « 
And,  where  his  gracious  eye  appears, 
To  blefs  the  world  he  lights  ^nd  chears ! 

SUCH  worth' with  equal  voice  to  ling, 
URANIA,  ftrike  thy  bolder!  ftring j 
And  Truth,  whofe  voice  alone  is  praife, 
That  here  infpires,  fhall  guide  the  lays. 
Begin  !  awake  his  gentle  ear 
With  founds  that  monarchs  rarely  hear. 
He  merits,  let  him  know  our  love, 
And  you  record,  what  I  approve. 

SHE  ended  :  and  the  heaven-born  Maid, 
With  foft  furprize,  his  form  furvey'd. 
She  faw  what  chaftity  of  thought, 
Within  his  ftainlefs  bolbm  wrought ; 
Then  fix'd  on  earth  her  fober  eye, 
And,  paufing,  offer'd  this  reply. 

NOR  pomp  of  foQg,  nor  paint  of  art, 
Such  truths  mould  to  the  world  impart. 
My  tafk  is  but,  in  fimple  verfe, 
Thefe  promis'd  wonders  to  rehearfe : 

C  And 


io         TRUTH,     in    RHTME. 

And  when  on  thefe  our  verfe  we  raife, 
The  plaineft  is  the  noblefl  praife. 

YE  T  more  -,  a  virtuous  doubt  remains  : 
Would  fuch  a  Prince  permit  my  ftrains  ? 
Deferving,  but  frill  fhunning  fame, 
The  homage  due  he  might  difclahn. 
A  Prince,  who  rules,  to  fave,  mankind, 
His  praife  would,  in  their  virtue,,  find  j 
Would  deem  their  ftricl:  regard  to  laws, 
Their  faith  and  worth,  his  bell  applaufe. 
Then,  Britons,  your  juft  tribute  bring^ 
In  deeds,  to  emulate  your  King  5 
In  virtues,  to  redeem  your  age 
From  venal  views  and  party-rage. 
On  his  example  fafely  reft  -, 
He  calls,  he  courts  you  to  be  bleft ; 
As  friends,  as  brethren,  to  unite 
In  one  firm  league  of  juft  and  right. 

MY  part  is  laft ;  if  Britain  yet 
A  Lover  boafts  of  truth  and  wit, 
To  Him  thefe  grateful  lays  to  fend, 
The  Monarch's  and  the  Mu/es  friend  ; 
And  whofe  fair  name,  in  facred  rhymes, 
My  voice  may  give  to  lateft  times. 

SHE 


TRUTH,    in    RHTME.          n 

SHE  faid;  and  after  thinking  o'er 
The  men  in  place  near  half  a  fcore, 
To  ftrike  at  once  all  fcandal  mute, 
The  Goddefs  found,  and  fix'd  on  B  U  T  E. 


C  2  TO 


T  O    T  H  E 

AU TH  OR  of  the  preceding  POEM. 

By    S.  J.    Efq; 

WELL  —  now,  I  think,  we  fhall  be  wifer, 
Crys  Grub,  who  reads  the  Advertifer, 
Here's  'Truth  in  Rhyme  —  a  glorious  Treat ! 
It  furely  muft  abufe  the  Great ; 
Perhaps  the  King  i  —  without  difpute 
'Twill  fall  moft  devilim  hard  on  BUTE. 

THRICE  he  reviews  his  parting  {hilling. 
At  laft  refolves,  tho  much  unwilling, 
To.  break  all  rules  imbib'd  in  youth, 
And  give  it  up  for  Rhyme  and  'Truth: 
He  reads — he  frowns — Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Damn  it  —  here's  neither  fenfe,  nor  fatyr  -r- 
Here  take  it  boy,  there's  nothing  in't : 
Such  Fellows !  —  to  pretend  to  print ! 

BLAME  not,  good  Cit,  the  poet's  rhymes, 
The  fault's  not  his,  but  in  the  times ; 

The 


[     '3     ] 

The  times,  in  which  a  monarch  reigns, 
Form'd  to  make  happy  Britain's  plains  5 
To  flop  in  their  deftructive  courfe, 
Domeftick  frenzy,  foreign  force, 
To  bid  war,  faction,  party  ceafe, 
And  blefs  the  weary 'd  world  with  peace. 
The  times  in  which  is  feen,  ftrange  fight ! 
A  court  both  virtuous,  and  polite, 
Where  merit  beft  can  recommend 
And  fcience  finds  a  conftant  friend. 

How  then  mould  Satyr  dare  to  fport, 
With  fuch  a  king,  and  fuch  a  court, 
While  Truth  looks  on  with  rigid  eye, 
And  tells  her,  every  line's  a  lye. 


THE 


[     '4 


THE 

DISCOVERY: 

Upon  reading  fome  Verfes,    written  by   a  young 
Latfy  at  a  Boar  ding- School.     Sept.  1760. 

APOLLO  lately  fent  to  know, 
If  he  had  any  fons  below ; 
For,  by  the  trafh  he  long  has  feen 
In  male  and  female  Magazine, 
A  hundred  quires  not  worth  a  groat, 
The  race  muft  be  extinct,  he  thought. 

Hi  s  mefienger  to  coifrt  repairs ; 
Walks  foftly  with  the  croud  up  ftairs  : 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told, 
The  courtiers  fneer'd,  both  young  and  old. 
Augujlus  knit  his  royal  brow, 
And  bade  him  let  Apollo  know  it, 
That  from  his  infancy  till  now, 
He  lov'd  nor  poetry  nor  poet. 

3  His 


?t>e     DISCOVERT.         f 

H  i  s  next  adventure  was  the  park, 
When  it  grew  fashionably  dark  : 
There  beauties,  boobies,  ftrumpets,  rakes, 
Talk'd  much  of  commerce,  whift  and  flakes  ; 
Who  tips  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card  : 
But  not  one  word  of  verfe  or  bard. 

THE  ftage,  APOLLO'S  old  domain, 
Where  his  true  fons  were  wont  to  reign, 
His  courier  now  paft  frowning  by  : 
Ye  modern  DURFEYS  tell  us  why. 

SLOW,  to  the  city  laft  he  went  : 
There,  all  was  profe,  of  cent  per  cent. 
There,  alley-omnium,  fcript,  and  bonus, 
(Latin,  for  which  a  Mufe  would  flone  us, 
Yet  honefl  GIDEON'S  claffic  fKle) 
Made  our  poor  Nuntio  ftare  and  fmile. 

AND  now  the  clock  had  ftruck  eleven  : 
The  meflenger  muft  back  to  Heaven; 
But,  juft  as  he  his  wings  had  ty'd, 
Look'd  up  ^ueen-Square,  the  North-eaft  iide. 
A  blooming  Creature  there  he  found, 
With  pen  and  ink  and  books  around, 
Alone  and  writing  by  a  taper  : 
He  red  unfeen,  then  ftole  her  paper, 


It 
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It  much  amus'd  him  on  his  way ; 
And  reaching  Heaven  by  break  of  day, 
He  fhew'd  APOLLO  what  he  ftole. 
The  God  perus'd,  and  lik'd  the  whole  : 
Then,  calling  for  his  pocket-book, 
Some  right  celeflial  vellum  took  -, 
And  what  he  with  a  fun-beam  there 
Writ  down,  the  Mufe  thus  copies  fair  : 
"  If  I  no  men  my  fons  muft  call, 
"  Here's  one  fair  Daughter  worth  'em  all : 
"  Mark  then  the  facred  words  that  follow, 
"  SOPHIA'S  mine"  —  fo  fign'd 

APOLLO. 


E  P  I- 


t    '7    J 

EPIGRAM: 

Written  at  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS,   1760. 


WHEN  CHURCHILL  led"  his  legions  on, 
Succefs  frill  follow'd  where  he  {hone. 
And  are  thofe  triumphs,  with  the  dead, 
All  from  his  houfe,  for  ever  fled  ? 
Not  fo  :  by  fofter  furer  arms, 
They  yet  furvive  in  beauty's  charms ; 
For,  look  on  blooming  PEMBROKE'S  face, 
Even  now  he  triumphs  in  his  race. 


V  E  R- 


VERSES 

Written  for,  and  given  in  Print,  toaBEGGAR, 


O  MERCY,  heaven's  firft  attribute, 
Whofe  care  embraces  man  and  brute  ! 
Behold  me,  where  I  fhivering  ftand  3 
Bid  gentle  Pity  ftretch  her  hand 
To  want  and  age,  difeafe  and  pain, 
That  all  in  one  fad  obje£t  reign. 
Still  feeling  bad,  ftill  fearing  worfe, 
Exiftence  is  to  me  a  curfe  : 
Yet,  how  to  clofe  this  weary  eye  ? 
By  my  own  hand  I  dare  not  dy : 
And  Death,  the  friend  of  human  woes, 
Who  brings  the  laft  and  found  repofe ; 
Death  does  at  dreadful  diftance  keep, 
And  leaves  one  wretch  to  wake  and  weep  ! 


THE 


[    19    ] 

THE 

REWARD: 

O    R, 

APOLLO's    Acknowledgments  to 
CHARLES    STANHOPE. 

&£^    ^c-/&>-    c/ /T&ltL^^     j<**Z  <^  ?&+*>*  * 

Written   in   1757. 

APOLLO,  from  the  fouthern  iky, 
O'er  LONDON  lately  glanc'd  his  eye, 
Juft  fuch  a  glance  our  courtiers  throw 
At  fuiters  whom  they  fhun  to  know  : 
Or  have  you  mark'd  th'  averted  mien, 
The  cheft  erect,  the  freezing  look, 
Of  BUMBO,  when  a  bard  is  feen 
Charg'd  with  his  dedication-book  ? 

BUT  Gods  are  never  in  the  wrong : 
What  then  diipleas'd  the  Power  of  fong  ? 

P  3  THI 


20  We    REWARD,    &c. 

THE  cafe  was  this.    Where  noble  arts 
Once  florifh'd,  as  our  fathers  tell  us, 
He  now  can  find,  for  men  of  parts, 
None  but  rich  blockheads  and  mere  fellows  ^ 
Since  drums  and  dice  and  diffipation 
Have  chas'd  all  tafle  from  all  the  nation. 
For  is  there,  now,  one  table  fpred, 
Where  fenfe  and  fcience  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  fmile  on  every  face, 
Invited  Merit  takes  his  place  ? 
Thefe  thoughts  put  PHOEBUS  in  thefpleen, 
(For  Gods,  like  men,  can  feel  chagrin) 
And  left  him  on  the  point  to  (hroud 
His  head  in  one  eternal  cloud  -, 
When  lo  !  his  all-difcerning  eye 
Chanc'd  one  remaining  Friena  to  fpy, 
Juft  crept  abroad,  as  is  his  way, 
To  bafk  him  in  die  noon-tide  ray. 

THIS  PHOEBUS  noting,  call'd  aloud 
To  every  interpofmg  cloud  ; 
And  bade  their  gather'd  mifls  afcend, 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend  : 
Then,  as  his  chariot  roll'd  along, 
Tun'd  to  his  lyre  this  grateful  fong. 

«<  WITH 


tte    REJT4RD,    &c.  21 

"  WITH  talents,  fuch  as  God  has  given 
To  common  mortals,  fix  in  feven ; 
Who  yet  have  titles,  ribbons,  pay, 
And  govern  whom  they  mould  obey; 
With  no  more  frailties  than  are  found 
In  thoufand  others,,  count  'em  round ; 
With  much  good  will,  inftead  of  parts, 
Exprefs'd  for  artifts  and  for  arts ; 
Who  fmiles,  if  you  have  fmartly  ipoke ; 
Or  nods  applaufe  to  his  own  joke ; 
This  bearded  child,  this  gray-hair 'd  boy, 
Still  plays  with  life,  as  with  a  toy  ; 
Still  keeps  amufement  full  in  view  : 
Wife  ?  Now  and  then  —  but  oftner  new ; 
His  coach,  this  hour,  at  WATSON'S  door; A. 
The  next,  in  waiting  on  a  whore. 


;A»  £~r6cn% 

/  V^X 


WHENE'ER  the  welcome  tidings  ran 
Of  monfter  ftrange,  or  ftranger  man, 
A  SELKIRKE  from  his  defart-ifle, 
Or  ALIGATOR  from  the  nile ; 
He  faw  the  monfter  in  it's  mrine, 
And  had  the  man,  next  day,  to  dine. 
Or  was  it  an  Hermaphrodite  ? 
You  found  him  in  a  two-fold  hurry ; 

Neg- 
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Neglecting,  for  this  he-me-iight, 

The  tingle  charms, of  FANNY  MURRY. 

Gathering,  from  fuburb  and  from  city, 

Who  were,  who  would  be,  wife  or  witty ; 

The  full-wig'd  fons  of  pills  and  potions  3 

The  bags,  of  maggot  and  new  notions  -, 

The  fage,  of  microfcopic  eye, 

Who  reads  him  lectures  on  a  fly ; 

Grave  Antiquaries,  with  their  flams  ; 

And  Poets,  fquirting  epigrams  : 

With  fome  few  Lords  —  of  thofe  that  think, 

And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  in  ink  : 

Nay,  Ladies  too,  of  diverfe  fame, 

Who  are,  and  are  not,  of  the  game. 

For  he  has  look'd  the  world  around, 

And  pleafure,  in  each  quarter,  found. 

Now  young,  now  old,  now  grave,  now  gay, 

|ie  finks  from  life  by  foft  decay ; 

And  fees  at  hand,  without  affright, 

Th'  inevitable  hour  of  night."  » 

BUT  here,  fome  pillar  of  the  ftate, 
Whofe  life  is  one  long  dull  debate  ;_ 
Some  Pedant  of  the  fable  gown, 
Who  fpares  no  failings,  but  his  own, 

Set 
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Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow  : 
Is  this  a  fubject  for  APOLLO  ! 
What !  can  the  God  of  wit  and  verfe 
Such  trifles  in  our  ears  rehearfe  ?. 

"  KNOW,  puppies,  this  man's  eafy  life, 
Serene  from  cares,  unvex'd  with  flrife, 
Was  oft  employ  d  in  doing  good; 
A  fcience  you  ne'er  understood  : 
And  Chanty,  ye  fons  of  pride, 
A  multitude  of  faults  will  hide. 
I,  at  his  board,  more  fenfe  have  found, 
Than  at  a  hundred  dinners  round. 
Tafte,  learning,  mirth,  my  weftern  eye 
Could  often,  there,  collected  fpy  : 
And  I  have  gone  well-pleas'd  to  bed, 
Revolving  what  was  fung  or  faid. 

"  .AND  he,  who  entertain'd  them  all 
With  much  good  liquor,  ftrong  and  fmall ; 
With  food  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome, 
Which  would  become  my  Lord  of  MELCOMBE*, 
Whofe  foupes  and  fauces  duly  feafon'd, 
Whofe  wit  well-tim'd,  and  fenfe  well  reafon'd, 

*  This  Poem  was  certainly  written  in  1757  »  but  the  rea" 
der  has  only  to  remember,  that  APOLLO  is  the  God  of  pro- 
phecy as  well  as  of  poetry. 

Give 
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Give  burgundy  a  brighter  ftain, 
And  add  new  flavor  to  champagne  — - 
Shall  this  man  to  the  grave  defcend, 
Unown'd,  unhonor'd  as  my  friend  ? 
No  :  by  my  Deity  I  fwear, 
Nor  mail  the  vow  be  loft  in  air ; 
While  you,  and  millions  fuch  as 
Are  funk  for  ever  from  my  view, 
And  loft  in  kindred-darknefs  ly, 
This  good  old  man  mall  never  die  : 
No  matter  where  I  place  his  name, 
His  love  of  learning  mall  be  fame. 


TYBURN 


TYBURN: 


T  O    T  HE 


MARINE-SOCIETY. 


Advertisement. 


rr^  HE  defign  of  the  MARINE-SOCIETY, 
Jl  is  in-itfelf  fo  laudable,  and  has  been  pur- 
fued  fo  fuccefsfully  for  the  public  good,  that  I 
thought  it  merited  a  public  acknowledgment. 
But,  to  take  off  from  the  rlatnefs  of  a  direct 
compliment,  I  have  thro  the  whole  poem  loaded 
their  inftitution  with  fuch  reproaches  as  will 
mow,  I  hope,  in  the  jnoft  ftriking  manner,  its 
real  utility. 

BY  authentic  accounts  it  appears,  that  from 
the  firil  rife  of  this  Society  to  the  prefent  year 
1762,  they  have  collected,  cloathed  and  fitted 
out  for  the  fea-fervice,  5452  grown  men,'  45 n 
boys;  in  all  9963  perfons :  Whom  they  have 
thus  not  only  faved,  in  all  probability,  from  per- 
dition and  infamy,  but  rendered  them  ufeful 
members  of  the  community;  at  a  time  too  when 
their  country  flood  mod  in  need  of  their  aflift- 
ance. 

E  2  T  Y- 


TYBURN 


T  O    T  H  E 


MARINE-SOCIETY. 


IT  has  been,  all  examples  {how  it, 
The  privilege  of  every  poet, 
From  ancient  down  thro  modern  time, 
To  bid  dead  matter  live  in  rhime ; 
With  wit  enliven  fenfelefs  rocks  j 
Draw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks  •, 
Make  buzzards  fenators  of  note, 
And  rooks  harangue,  that  geefe  may  vote. 

i 
THESE  moral  fictions,  firfl  defign'd 

To  mend  and  mortify  mankind, 
Old  ESOP,  as  our  children  know, 
Taught  twice  ten  hundred  years  ago. 
His  fly,  upon  the  chariot  wheel, 
Gould  all  a  ftatefman's  merit  feel ; 

3  And, 
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And,  to  its  own  importance  juft, 
Exclaim,  with  BUFO,  Whataduft! 
His  horfe-dung,  when  the  flood  ran  high, 
In  COLON'S  air  and  accent  cry, 
While  tumbling  down  the  turbid  ftream, 
Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  fwim  ! 

BUT  farther  inftances  to  cite, 
Would  tire  the  hearer's  patience  quite. 
No  :  what  their  numbers  and  their  worth,,       •« 
How  thefe  admire,  while  thofe  hold  forth, 
From  HIDE-PARK  on  IOCLERKENWELL, 
Let  clubs,  let  coffee-houfes  tell ; 
Where  ENGLAND,  thro  the  world  renown'd, 
In  all  its  wifdom  may  be  found  : 
While  I,  for  ornament  and  ufe, 
An  ORATOR  of  WOOD  produce. 

WHY  mould  the  gentle  reader  flare  ? 
Are  WOODEN  ORATORS  fo  rare  ? 
Saint  STEPHEN'S  Chapel,  RUFUS*  Hall, 
That  hears  them  in  the  pleader  bawl, 
That  hears  them  in  the  patriot  thunder, 
Can  tell  if  fuch  things  are  a  wander. 
So  can  Saint  DUN  STAN'S  in  the  WEST, 
When  good  ROMAINE  harangues  his  beft, 

And* 
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And  tells  his  flaring  congregation, 

That  fober  fenfe  is  fare  damnation ; 

That  NEWTON'S  guilt  was  worfe  than  treafon, 

For  uling,  what  God  gave  him,  reaforr. 

A  POX  of  all  this  prefacing  ! 
Smart  BALE  us  cries :  come,  name  the  things 
That  fach  there  are,  we  all  agree  : 
What  is  this  wood  ?  Why — TYBURN-TREE. 

HEAR  then  this  REVEREND  OAK  harangue ; 
Who  makes  men  do  fo,  ere  they  hang. 

Patlbulum  loquitur. 

"  EACH  thing  whatever,  when  aggriev'd, 
Of  right  complains,  to  be  reliev'd. 
When  rogues  fo  rais'd  the  price  of  wheat, 
That  few  folks  could  afford  to  eat, 
(Juft  as,  when  doctdrs'  fees  run  high, 
Few  patients  can  afford  to  die) 
The  poor  durft  into  murmurs  break ; 
For  lofers  muft  have  leave  to  fpeak  : 
Then,  from  reproaching,  fell  to  mawling 
Each  neighbour-r0g-z/<?  they  found  foreftalling. 
As  thefe  again,  their  knaves  and  fetters, 
Durft  vent  complaints  againfl  their  betters  -, 

Whofe 

O 
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Whofe  only  crime  was  in  defeating 

Their  fch ernes  of  growing  rich  by  cheating  : 

So,  fhall  not  /  my  wrongs  relate, 

An  injur'd  Mlnijler  of  ftate  ? 

The  Fmijher  of  care  and  pain 

May,  fure,  with  better  grace  complain, 

For  reafons  no  lefs  ftrong  and  true, 

MARINE  SOCIETY,  of  you  ! 

Of  you,  as  every  carman  knows, 

My  lateft  and  moft  fatal  foes. 

MY  property  you  bafely  fteal, 
Which  even  a  BRITISH  Oak  can  feel; 
Feel  and  refent !  What  wonder  then 
It  mould  be  felt  by  BRITISH  Men, 
When  FRANCE,  infulting,  durfl  invade 
Thejr  clearer!  property  of  trade  ? 
For  which  both  nations,  at  the  bar 
Of  that  fupreme  tribunal,  war, 
To  mow  their  reafons  have  agree'd, 
And  lawyers,  by  ten  thoufands,  fee'd ; 
Who  now,  for  legal  quirks  and  puns, 
Plead  with  the  rhetoric  of  great  guns ; 
And  each  his  client's  caufe  maintains, 
By  knocking  out  th5  opponent's  brains : 

While 
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While  EUROPE  all  —  but  we  adjourn 
This  wife  digrefiion,  and  return. 


YOUR  rules  and  ftatutes  have  undone  me  : 
My  fureft  cards  begin  to  fhun  me. 
My  native  fubjeds  dare  rebel, 
Thofe  who  were  born  for  me  and  hell  : 
And,  but  for  you,  the  fcoundrel-Kne 
Had,  every  mother's  fon,  died  mine. 
A  race  unnumber'd  as  unknown, 
Whom  town  or  fuburb  calls  her  own ; 
Of  vagrant  love  the  various  fpawn, 
Frojn  rags  and  filth,  from  lace  and  lawn, 
Sons  of  Fleet-Ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 
Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenches  . 
For  neither  health  nor  fhame  can  wean  us, 
From  mixing  with  the  midnight- Venus. 

NOR  let  my  cits  be  here  forgot : 
They  know  to  fin  as  well  as  fot. 
When  night  demure  walks  forth,  array 'd 
In  her  thin  negligee  of  made, 
Late-rifen  from  their  long  regale 
Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale, 
Abroad  the  common-council  fally, 
To  poach  for  game  in  lane  or  alley.; 
F 


ets  a  fon,  whofe  firrl  eflay     . 
Will  filch  his  father's  77/7  away ; 
A  daughter  that,  who  may  retire,  -. 
Some  few  years  hence,  with  her  own  fire : 
And,  while  his  hand  is  on  her  placket, 
The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket. 
CHANGE-ALLEY,  too,  is  grown  fo  nice, 
A  broker  dares  refine  on  vice  : 
With  lord-like  fcorn  of  marriage-vows, 
In  her  own  arms  he  cuckolds  fpoufe; 
For  young  and  frefh  while  he  would  wim  her, 
His  loofe  thought  glows  with  K—Y  F^i  ; 
Or,  after  nobler  quarry  running, 
Profanely  paints  her  out  a  G 

Now  thefe,  of  each  degree  and  fort, 
At  WAPPING  dropp'd,  perhaps  at  Court, 
Bred  up  for  me,  to  fwear  and  lie, 
To  laugh  at  hell,  and  heaven  defy ; 
Thefe,  TYBURN'S  regimented  train, 
Who  rifk  their  necks  to  fpread  my  reign, 
From  age  to  age,  by  right  divine, 
Hereditary  rogues,  were  mine  : 
And  each,  by  difcipline  fevere, 
Improv'd  beyond  all  mame  and  fear, 


V 
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From  guilt  to  guilt  advancing  daily, 

My  conflant  friend  the  good  OLD  BAILY 

To  me  made  over,  late  or  foon  ; 

I  think,  at  lateft,  once  a  moon  : 

But,  by  your  interloping  care, 

Not  one  in  ten  will  be  my  (hare. 

ERE  'tis  too  late  your  error  fee, 
You  foes  to.  BRITAIN,  and  to  me. 
To  me  :  agreed  —  But  to  the  nation  ?  — — 
I  prove  it  thus  by  demonflration. 

FIRST,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill, 
My  great  apoftle  MANDEVILE 
Has  made  moft  clear.     Read,  if  you  pleafe, 
His  moral  FABLE  of  the  BEES. 
Our  reverend  clergy  next  will  own, 
Were  all  men  good,  their  trade  were  gone ; 
That  were  it  not  for  ufeful  vice, 
Their  learned  pains  would  bear  no  price  : 
Nay,  we  mould  quickly  bid  defiance 
To  their  demonftrated  alliance. 

NEXT,  kingdoms  are  compos'd,  we  know, 
Of  individuals,  JACK  and  JOE. 

F  2  Now 
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Now  thefe,  our  fovereign  lords  the  rabble, 

For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  fquabble, 

The  monftrous  many-headed  beaft, 

Whom  we  mufl  not  offend,  but  feaft, 

Like  CERBERUS,  mould  have  their  fop : 

And  what  is  that,  but  truffing  up  ? 

How  happy  were  their  hearts,  and  gay, 

At  each  return  of  hanging-day ! 

To  fee  *  PAGE  fwinging  they  admire, 

Beyond  even  *  MAD  ox  on  his  wire ! 

No  baiting  of  a  bull  or  bear, 

To  *  PERRY  dangling  in  the  air ! 

And  then,  the  being  drunk  a  week, 

For  joy,  fome*  SHEPPARD  would  notfqtteak! 

But  now  that  thofe  good  times  are  o'er, 

How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar! 

Your  fcheme  abfurd  of  fober  rules 

Will  fink  the  race  of  men  to  mules ; 

For  ever  drudging,  fweating,  broiling, 

For  ever  for  the  public  toiling  : 

Hard  matters  !  who,  jufl  when  they  need  'em, 

With  a  few  thirties  deign  to  feed  'em. 

*  *  *  *  As  thefe  are  all  perfons  of  note,  and  well  known  to 
6ur  readers,  we  think  any  more  particular  mention  of  them 
unneceffiuy. 

YET 
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YET  more  —  for  it  is  feldom  known 
That  fault  or  folly  ftands  alone  — 
You  next  debauch  their  infant-mind 
With  fumes  of  honorable  wind  -, 
Which  muft  beget,  in  heads  untry'd, 
That  worli  of  human  vices,  pride. 
All  who  my  humble  paths  forfake, 
Will  reckon,  each,  to  be  a  BLAKE  ! 
There,  on  the  deck,  with  arms  a-kimbo, 
Already  ftruts  the  future  BEMBOW  ! 
By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  in 
No  earthly  thing  but  oaths  and  fighting. 
Thefe  flurdy  fons  of  blood  and  blows, 
By  pulling  Monjleur  by  the  nofe, 
By  making  kicks  and  cuffs  the  fafhion, 
Will  put  all  EUROPE  in  a  paffion. 
The  grand  alliance,  now  quadruple, 
Will  pay  us  home,  "  jufqii  au  centuple :"    . 
So  the  FRENCH  KING  was  heard  to  cry          . 
Andean  a  KING  of  FRENCHMEN  lie? 

THESE  and  more^mifchiefs  I  forefee 
From  fondling  brats  oft  bafe  degree.        , 
As  mufhrooms  that  on  dunghills  rife, 
The  kindred-weeds  beneath  defpife  ; 

2  So 
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So  thefe  their  fellows  will  contemn, 
Who,  in  revenge,  will  rage  at  them : 
For,  thro  each  rank,  what  more  offends, 
Than  to  behold  the  rife  of  friends  ? 
Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  great, 
We  may  applaud,  but  we  muft  hate. 
Then,  will  it  be  endur'd,  when  JOHN 
Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on, 
To  fee  his  antient  mefs-mate  CLOUD, 
By  you  made  turbulent  and  proud, 
An4  early  taught  nay  tree  to  bilk, 
Pafs  in  another  all  of  filk  ? 

YET,  one  more  mournful  cafe  to  put : 
A  hundred  mouths  at  once  you  fhut ! 
Half  GRUB-STREET,  filenc'd  in  an  hour, 
Muft  curfe  your  interpofing  power ! 
If  my  loft  fons  no  longer  fteal, 
What  fon  of  hers  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
You  ruin  many  a  gentle  bard, 
Who  liv'd  by  heroes  that  die  hard  ! 
Their  brother-hawkers  too !  that  fung 
How  great  from  world  to  world  they  fwung  ', 
And  by  fad  fonnets,  quaver'd  loud, 
Drew  tears  and  half-pence  from  the  crowd ! 

BLIND 
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BLIND  FIELDING  too  —  a  mifchief  on  him  ! 
I  wim  my  fons  would  meet  and  ftone  him  ! 
Sends  his  black  fquadrons  up  and  down, 
Who  drive  my  beft  boys  back  to  town. 
They  find  that  travelling  now  abroad, 
To  eafe  rich  rafcals  on  the  road, 
Is  grown  a  calling  much  unfafe  -, 
That  there  are  furer  ways  by  half, 
To  which  they  have  their  equal  claim, 
Of  earning  daily  food  and  fame  : 
So  down,  at  home,  they  fit,  and  think 
How  beft  to  rob,  with  pen  and  ink. 

HENCE,  red-hot  letters  and  efTays, 
By  the  JOHN  LILBURN  of  thefe  days; 
Who  guards  his  want  of  mame  and  fenfe, 
With  mield  of  fevenfold  impudence. 
Hence  cards  on  PEL  HAM,  cards  on  PITT, 
With  much  abufe  and  little  wit. 
Hence  libels  againft  HARDWICKE  penn'd, 
That  only  hurt  when  they  commend  : 
Hence  oft  afcrib'd  to  Fox,  at  leaft 
All  that  defames  his  name-fake-beaft. 
Hence  CLOACINA  hourly  views 
Unnumber'd  labors  of  the  Mufe, 

That 


40  T    T    B    U    R    N. 

That  fink,  where  myriads  went  before, 
And  fleep  within  the  chaos  hoar  : 
While  her  brown  daughters,  under  ground, 
Are  fed  with  politics  profound. 
Each  eager  hand  a  fragment  fnaps, 
More  excrement  than  what  it  wraps. 

THESE,  fingly,  contributions  raife, 
Of  cafual  pudding  and  of  praife. 
Others  again,  who  form  a  gang, 
Yet  take  due  meafures  not  to  hang, 
In  Magazines  their  forces  join, 
£y  legal  methods  to  purloin  : 
Whole  weekly,  or  whofe  monthly,  feat  is 
Firft  to  decry,  then  fteal,  your  treatife. 
So  rogues  in  FRANCE  perform  their  job  ; 
Affafiinating,  ere  they  rob. 

BUT,  this  long  narrative  to  clofe: 
They  who  would  grievances  expofe, 
Jn  all  good  policy,  no  lefs, 
Should  mew  the  methods  to  redrefs. 
If  commerce,  finking  in  one  fcale, 
By  fraud  or  hazard  comes  to  fail ; 

The 
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The  tafk  is  next,  all  ftatefmen  know  it, 
To  find  another  where  to  throw  it, 
That  rifing  there  in  due  degree, 
The  public  may  no  lofer  be. 
Thus  having  heard  how  you  invade, 
And,  in  one  way,  deftroy  my  trade ; 
That  we  at  laft  may  part  good  friends, 
Hear  how  you  fUll  may  make  amends. 

O  SEARCH  this  iinful  town  with  care  : 
What  numbers,  duly  mine,  are  there ! 
The  full-fed  herd  of  money-jobbers, 
Jews,  Chriftians,  rogues  alike  and  robbers ! 
Who  riot  on  the  poor  man's  toils, 
And  fatten  by  a  nation's  fpoils  ! 
The  crowd  of  little  knaves  in  place, 
Our  age's  envy  and  dilgrace. 
Secret  and  fnug,  by  daily  ftealth, 
The  bufy  vermine  pick  up  wealth ; 
Then,  without  birth,  control  the  great !  ' 
Then,  without  talents,  rule  the  flate  ! 

SOME  ladies  too —  for  fome  there  are,  . 
With  ihame  and  decency  at  war ; 
Who,  on  a  ground  of  pale  threefcore, 
Still  fpread  the  rofe  of  twenty-four, 

G  And 
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And  bid  a  nut-brown  bofom  glow 
With  purer  white  than  lillies  know  : 
Who  into  vice  intrepid  rufh ; 
Put  modeft  whoring  to  the  blufh ; 
And  with  more. front  engage  a  trooper 
Than  JENNY  JONES,  or  LUCY  COOPER. 

SEND  me  each  mifchief- making  nibler; 
'Tis  equal,  fenator  or  fcribler  : 
Who  on  the  felf-fame  fpot  of  ground, 
The  felf-fame  hearers  flaring  round, 
Abjure  and  join  with,  praife  and  blame, 
Both  men  and  meafures,  ftill  the  fame. 
Or  ferve  our  foes  with  all  their  might, 
By  proving  BRITONS  dare  not  fight : 
Slim,  flimzey,  fiddling,  futile  elves, 
They  paint  the  nation  from  themfelves ; 
Lefs  aiming  to  be  wife  than  witty, 
And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

SEND  me  eachjtrmg — fave  green  and  blue — 
Thefe,  brother  TOWER-HILL,  wait  for  you. 
But,  LOLLIUS,  be  not  in  the  fpleen  ; 
'Tis  only  ARTHUR'S  KNIGHTS  I  mean  — 
Not  thofe  of  old  renown'd  in  fable, 
Nor  of  the  round >  but  gaming  table; 

Who, 
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Who,  every  night,  the  waiters  fay, 
Break  every  law  they  make  by  (Jay ; 
Plunge  deep  our  youth  in  all  the  vice 
Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice, 
And,  mixing  in  nocturnal  battle^, 
Devour  each  other's  goods  and  chatties ; 
While  from  the  mouth  of  magic  box, 
With  curfes  dire  and  dreadful  knocks, 
They  fling  whole  tenements  away, 
Fling  time,  health,  fame  —  yet  call  it  play  ! 
Till,  by  advice  of  fpecial  friends, 
The  titled  dupe  a  Iharper  ends : 
Or,  if  fome  drop  of  noble  blood 
Remains,  not  quite  defil'd  to  mud, 
The  wretch,  unpity'd  and  alone, 
Leaps  headlong  to  the  world  unknown  ! 


G  2  ZEPHIR: 


Z  E  P   H   I  R: 


O    R, 


The    STRATAGEM. 


Egregiam  vero  laudem  et  fpolia  ampla  refertis> 
Una  dolo  Divum  fi  Foemina  vi&a  duorum  eft. 

VlRC. 


THE 


ARGUMENT. 


A  CERTAIN  young  Lady  was  furprized,  on 
horfe-back,  by  a  violent  ftorm  of  wind 
and  rain  from  the  SOUTH-WEST  5  which  made 
her  difmount,  fomewhat  precipitately.  ' 
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O    R, 


The     STRATAGEM. 


TH  E  God,  in  whofe  gay  train  appear 
Thofe  gales  that  wake  the  purple  year  3 
Who  lights  up  health  and  bloom  and  grace 
In  NATURE'S,  and  in  MIR A'S  face; 
To  fpeak  more  plain,  the  weftern  Wind, 
Had  feen  this  brighter!  of  her  kind  : 
Had  feen  her  oft  with  frefh  furprize  ! 
And  ever  with  defiring  eyes ! 
Much,  by  her  fhape,  her  look,  her  air, 
Diftinguifti'd  from  the  vulgar  fair ; 
More,  by  the  meaning  foul  that  mines 
Thro  all  her  charms,  and  all  refines. 
Born  to  command,  yet  turn'd  to  pleafe, 

Her  form  is  dignity,  with  eafe  ; 

i  '     Then 
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Then  —  fueh  a  hand,  and  fuch  an  arm, 
As  age  or  impotence  might  warm  ! 
Juft  fuch  a  leg  too,  ZEPHIR  knows, 
The  Medicean  VENUS  mows  ! 

So  far  he  fees ;  fo  far  admires. 
Each  charm  is  fewel  to  his  fires : 
But  other  charms,  and  thofe  of  price, 
That  form  the  bounds  of  PARADISE, 
Can  thofe  an  equal  praife  command  > 
All  turn'd  by  Nature's  fineft  hand  ? 
Is  all  the  confecrated  ground 
With  plumpnefs,  firm,  with  fmoothnefs,  round  ? 

THE  world,  but  once,  one  ZEUXIS  faw, 
A  faultlefs  form  who  dar'd  to  draw  : 
And  then,  that  all  might  perfect  be, 
All  rounded  off  in  due  degree, 
To  furnilh  out  the  matchlefs  piece, 
Were  rifled  half  the  toafts  of  GREECE. 
'Twas  PITT'S  white  neck,  'twas  DELIA'S  thigh; 
'Twas  WALDEGRAVE'S  fweetly-brilliant  eye; 
'Twas  gentle  PEMBROKE'S  eaie  and  grace, 
And  liERvEY  lent  her  (maiden- face. 
But  dares  he  hope,  on  BRITISH  ground, 

That  thefe  may  all,  in  one,  be  found  ? 

Thefe 
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Thefe  chiefly  that  ftill  fhun  his  eye  ? 
He  knows  not ;  but  he  means  to  try. 

AURORA  rifing,  frefli  and  gay, 
Gave  promife  of  a  golden  day. 
Up,  with  her  Sifter,  MIR  A  rofe, 
Four  hours  before  our  London  beaus  -, 
For  thefe  are  ftill  afleep  and  dead, 
Save  ARTHUR'S  fons — not  yet  in  bed. 
A  rofe,  impearl'd  with  orient  dew, 
Had  caught  the  paffing  fair  One's  view ; 
To  pluck  the  bud  he  faw  her  ftoop, 
And  try'd,  behind,   to  heave  her  hoop  : 
Then,  while  acrofs  the  daify'd  lawn 
She  turn'd,  to  feed  her  milk-white  fawn, 
Due  weftward  as  her  fteps  me  bore, 
Would  fwell  her  petticoat,  before  -, 
Would  fubtley  fteal  his  face  between, 
To  fee — what  never  yet  was  feen ! 
"  And  fure,  to  fan  it  with  his  wing, 
No  nine-month  fymptom  e'er  can  bring  ; 
His  aim  is  but  the  Nymph  to  pleafe, 
Who  daily  courts  his  cooling  breeze." 

BUT  liften,  fond  believing  Maid  ! 
When  Love,  foft  traitor,  would  perfuade, 

H  With 
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With  all  the  moving  {kill  and  grace 

Of  pradtic'd  paffion  in  his  face, 

Dread  his  approach,  diftruft  your  power    -  *• 

For  oh  !  there  is  one  foepherd's  hour  : 

And  tho  he  long,  his  aim  to  cover, 

May,  with  the  friend,  difguife  the  lover, 

The  fenfe,  or  nonfenfe,  of  his  wooing 

Will  but  adore  you  into  ruin. 

But,  for  thofe  butterflies,   the  beaus^T.^ 

Who  buzz  around  in  tinfel-rows, 

Shake,  fhake  them  off,  with  quick  difdain  j 

Where  infers  fettle,  they  will  ftain. 

THUS,  ZEPHIR  oft  the  Nymph  aflail'd, 
As  oft  his  little  arts  had  fail'd  : 
Tr^e  folds  of  filk,  the  ribs  of  whale. 
Refitted  ftill  his  feeble  gale. 
With  thefe  repulfes  vex'd  at  heart. 
Poor  ZEPHIR  has  recourse  to  art ; 
And  his  own  weaknefs  to  fupply. 
Calls  in  a  Brother  of  the  Jky, 
The  rude  Souths Wefii  whofe  mildeft  play 
Is  war,  mere  war,  the  Ruffian  way  : 
A  tempeft-maker  by  his  trade, 
\Vho  knows  to  ravjfh,  not  perfuade, 

THE 
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THE  terms  of  their  aereal  league, 
How  firft  to  harrafs  and  fatigue, 
Then,  found  on  fome  remoter  plain, 
To  ply  her  clofe  with  wind  and  rain ; 
Thefe  terms,  writ  fair  and  feal'd  and  fign'd* 
Should  WE&  or  STUKELY  wifh  to  find, 
Wife  antiquaries,  who  explore 
All  that  has  ever  pafs'd — and  more  -t 
Tho  here  too  tedious  to  be  told, 
Are  yonder  in  fome  cloud  enroll'd> 
Thofe  floating  regifters  in  air  : 
So  let  them  mount,  and  read  'em  thefe*, 

THE  grand  alliance  thus  agreed, 
To  inftant  action  they  proceed ; 
For  'tis  in  war  a  maxim  knbwri, 
As  PRUSSIA'S  Monarch  well  has  mown. 
To  break,  at  once,  upon  your  foe, 
And  ftrike  the  firft  preventive  blow. 
With  TORO'S  lungs,  in  TORO'S  form, 
Whofe  very  how  d'ye  is  a  ftorm, 
The  dread  South-Weft  his  part  begun, 
Thick  clouds,  extinguifliing  the  fun, 
At  his  command,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Dark-fpreading,  o'er  the  fair  One  roll ; 

H  2  Wko, 
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Who,  prefling  now  her  favorite  fleed, 
Adorn'd  the  pomp  (he  deigns  to  lead. 

O  MIR  A  !  to  the  future  blind, 
Th'  infidious  foe  is  clofe  behind  : 
Guard,  guard  your  treafure,  while  you  can  $ 
Unlefs  this  God  fhould  be  the  Man. 
For  lo  !  the  clouds,  at  his  known  call, 
Are  clofing  round — they  burft !  they  fall ! 
While  at  the  Charmer,  all-  aghaft, 
He  pours  whole  winter  in  a  blafl : 
Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuous  mood, 
If  navies  founder  on  the  flood ; 
If  BR  i  T  A  i  N'S  coaft  be  left  as  bare  * 
As  he  refolves  to  leave  the  Fair. 
Here,  Gods  refemble  human  breed  i 
The  world  be  damn'd — fo  they  fucceed. 

PALE,  trembling,  from  her  fleed  £he  fled, 
With  filk,  lawn,  linen,   round  her  head ; 
And,  to  the  fawns  who  fed  above, 
Unveil'd  the  laft  recefs  of  love. 

*  The  very  day  on  which  the  fleet  under  Admiral  HAWKE 
was  blown  into  TORBAY. 

Each 
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Each  wondering  fawn  was  feen  to  bound*, 
Each  branchy  deer  o'erleap'd  his  mound, 
At  light  of  that  fequefter'd  glade, 
In  all  its  light,  in  all  its  (hade, 
Which  rifes  there  for  wifeft  ends, 
To  deck  the  temple  it  defends. 

Lo  !  gentle  tenants  of  the  grove, 
For  what  a  thoufand  Heroes  ilrove, 
When  EUROPE,  ASIA,  both  in  arms, 
Difputed  one  fair  Lady's  charms. 
The  war  pretended  HELEN'S  eyes-f; 
But  this,  believe  it,  was  the  prize. 
This  rous'd  ACHILLES'  mortal  ire, 
This  fining  his  HOMER'S  epic  lyre; 
Gave  to  the  world  LA  MANCHA'S  Knight, 
And  ftill  makes  bulls  and  heroes  fight. 

YET,  tho  the  diftant  confcious  Mufe 
This  airy  rape  delighted  views ; 
Yet  me,  for  honor  guides  her  lays, 
Enjoying  it,   difdains  to  praife. 
If  Frenchmen  always  fight  with  odds, 
Are  they  a  pattern  for  the  Gods  ? 

*  Immemor  herbarum  quos  eft  mirata  JuvencjU        VjRC. 
f  Et  fuit  ante  HELENAM,  &c.  HOR. 

Caa 
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Can  Rujfia,  can  th*  ungarian  vampire  *, 

With  whom  caft  in  the  SWEDES  and  Empire, 

Can  four  fuch  powers,  who  one  afTail, 

Deferve  our  praife,  mould  they  prevail  ? 

O  mighty  triumph  !  high  renown  ! 

Two  Gods  have  brought  one  Mortal  down  j 

Have  club'd  their  forces  in  a  ftorm, 

To  ftrip  orte  helplefs  female  form ! 

Strip  her  ftark  naked  ;  yet  confefs, 

Such  charms  are  Beauty's  faireft  drefs ! 

BUT,  all-infenfible  to  blame, 
The  fky-born  Ravifhers  on  flame 
Enchanted  at  the  profpedl  flood, 
And  kifs'd  with  rapture  what  they  view'd. 
Sleek  S  *  *  R  too  had  done  no  lefs ; 
Would  parfons  here  the  truth  confefs  : 
Nay,  one  brifk  PEER,  yet  all-alive, 
Would  do  the  fame,  at  eighty-five  -f. 

*  A  certain  mifchievous  demon  that  delights  much  in  hu- 
man blood  ;  of  whom  there  are  many  ftories  told  in  Hungary. 

•^  We  believe  there  is  a  miftake  in  this  reading;  for  the 
•perfon  beft  informed  and  moft  concerned  aflures,  that  it  fliould 
be  only  jeventy-frve. 

BUT 
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BUT  how,  in  colors  foftly-bright, 
Where  ftrength  and  harmony  unite, 
To  paint  the  limbs,  that  fairer  mow 
Than  MESSALINA'S  borrow'd  fnow; 
To  paint  the  rofe,  that,  thro  its  made, 
With  theirs,  one  human  eye  furvey'd ; 
Would  gracious  PHOEBUS  tell  me  how, 
Would  he  the  genuine  draught  avow, 
TheMufe,  a  fecond  TITIAN  then, 
To  fame  might  confecrate  her  pen ! 

THAT  TITIAN,  Nature  gave  of  old 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  to  behold, 
Like  MIR  A  unadorn'd  by  drefs, 
But  all-compleat  in  nakednefs : 
Then  bade  his  emulating  art 
Thofe  wonders  to  the  world  impart. 
Around  the  ready  Graces  ftand, 
His  tints  to  blend,  to  guide  his  hand. 
Each  heightening  ftroke,  each  happy  line, 
Awakes  to  life  the  form  divine ; 
Till  rais'd  and  rounded  every  charm, 
And  all  with  youth  immortal  warm, 

3  He 
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He  fees,  fcarce  crediting  his  eyes, 
He  fees  a  brighter  VENUS  rife ! 
But,  to  the  gentle  Reader's  coft, 
His  pencil,  with  his  life,  was  loft.: 
And  MIR  A  muft  contented  be, 
To  live  by  RAMSAY,  and  by  ME. 


EDWIN, 


EDWIN, 


AND 


EMMA. 


Mark  it,  CESARIO,  it  is  true  and  plain. 

The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones  > 

Do  ufe  to  chant  it.     It  is  filly  Sooth, 

And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 

kike  the  old  age. 

SHAKES.  TWELFTH  NIGHT, 
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EDWIN, 


I.    E      M      M      A. 

;V':". '  .  • 


I 


FA  R  in  the  windings  of  a  vale, 
Faft  by  a  flickering  wood, 
The  fafe  retreat  of  health  and  peace, 
An  humble  cottage  flood. 


THERE  beauteous  EMMA  florifh'd  fair, 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye ; 
Whofe  only  wifh  on  earth  was  now 

To  fee  her  bleft,  an£  dk. 

I  2  THE 
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IIL 

THE  fofteft  blum  that  l^iture  fpreads 

Gave  color. to  her  cheek  : 
Such  orient  color  fmiles  thro  heaven, 

When  vernal  mornings  break. 

IV. 

NOR  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  fcorn 

Tlys  charmer  of  the  plains  : 
That  fun,  who  bids  their  diamond  blaze, 

To  paint  our  lilly  deigns. 

V. 

•v, 

LONG  had  me  fill'd  each  youth  with  love, 

Each  maiden  with  defpair  > 
And  tho  by  all  a  wonder  own'd> 

Yet  knew  not  me  was  fair. 

VI. 

TILL  EDWIN  came,  the  pride  of  fwains, 

A  foul  devoid  of  art  -, 
And  from  whofe  eye,  ferenely  mild, 

Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart* 

A 
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A  MUTUAL  flame  was  quickly  caught: 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd  : 
For  neither  bofom  lodg'd  a  wifh, 

That  virtue  keeps  conceaTd. 

VIII. 

WHAT  happy  hours  of  home-felt  blifs 

Did  love  on  both  beftow ! 
But  blifs  too  mighty  long  to  laftj 

Where  fortune  proves  a  foe. 

IX. 

His  Sifter,  who,  like  ENVY  form'd, 

Like  her  in  mifchief  joy'd, 
To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  ikill, 

Each  darker  art  employ 'd. 

X. 

THE  Father  too,  a  fordid  man, 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all- unfeeling  as  the  clod, 

From  whence  his  riches  grew*  * 

© 

4  LONG 
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LONG  had  he  feen  their  fecret  flame, 

And  feen  it  long  unmov'd  : 
Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  laft 

Had  ilernly  difapprov'd. 

XII. 

IN  EDWIN'S  gentle  heart,  a  war 

t)f  differing  paffions  ftrove  : 
tlis  heart,  that  durft  not  difobey, 

Yet  could  not  ceafe  to  love. 

XIII. 

DENY'D  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 

The  fpreading  hawthorn  crept, 
To  fnatch  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 

Where  EMMA  walk'd  and  wept. 

XIV. 

OFT  too  on  STANEMORE'S  wintry  wafte,. 

Beneath  the  the  moonlight-fliade, 
In  fighs  to  pour  his  foften'd  foul, 

The  midnight-mourner  flray'd. 

His 
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"His  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glow'4 

A  deadly  pale  o'ercaft  : 
So  fades  the  frefh  rofe  in  its  prime, 

Before  the  northern  blaft. 

XVI. 

THE  parents  now,  with  late  remorfe, 

Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed  $ 
And  weary'd  heaven  with  fruitlefs  vows, 

And  fruitlefs  forrow  fhed. 

XVII, 

'Tis  paft !  he  cry'd — but  if  your  fouls 

Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move, 
Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold, 

What  they  muft  ever  love ! 

XVIII. 

SHE  came  -y  his  cold  hand  foftly  touchtt, 

And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear : 
paft-fajling  o'er  the  prim  rofe  pale, 

So  morning  dews  appear,    «. 

BUT 
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XIX. 

BUT  oh !  his  filler's  jealous  care, 

A  cruel  fitter  me ! 
Forbade  what  EMMA  came  to  fay; 

"  My  EDWIN  live  for  me." 

XX. 

Now  homeward  as  (he  hopelefs  wept 

The  church-yard  path  along, 
The  blaft  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcream'd 

Her  lover's  funeral  fong. 

XXL 

AMID  the  falling  gloom  of  night, 

Her  ftartling  fancy  found 
In  every  bum  his  hovering  made, 

His  groan  in  every  found. 

XXIh 

ALONE,  appalFd,  thus  had  me  pafs'd 

The  vifionary  vale — : — 
When  lo !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear, 

Sad- founding  in  the  gale ! 
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XXIII. 

JUST  then  me  reach'd,  with  trembling  ftep, 

Her  aged  mother's  door 

He's  gone  !  me  cry'd  ;  and  I  mail  fee 
,    That  angel-face  no  more  ! 

XXIV. 

I  FEEL,  I  feel  this  breaking  heart 

Beat  high  againft  my  fide — ^— 
From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head ; 

She  mivering  figh'd,  and  died. 


Ex t raft  of  a  letter  from  the  Curate  <?/*BowES 
in  YORKSHIRE,  on  the  fubjeft  of  the  preceding 
poem. 

To  Mr.  COPPERTHWAITE  at  MARRICK. 
Worthy  Sir, 

%*  As  to  the  affair  mentioned  in  yours ;  it 
happened  long  before  my  time.  I  have  therefore 
been  obliged  to  confult  my  clerk,  and  another 
perfon  in  the  neighbourhood  for  the  truth  of 
that  melancholy  event.  The  hiftory  of  it  is  as 
follows. 

TH  E  family  name"  of  the  young  man  was 
WRIGHT  SON  ;  of  the  young  maiden 
RAIL  TON.  They  were  both  much  of  the  fame 
age;  that  is  growing  up  to  twenty.  In  their 
birth  was  no  difparity :  but  in  fortune,  alas !  (he 
was  his  inferior.  His  father,  a  hard  old  man, 
who  had  by  his  toil  acquired  a  handfome  com- 
petency, expected  and  required  that  his  fon 
Should  marry  fuitably.  But,  as  amor  vmcif  om- 
ma,  his  heart  was  unalterably  fixed  on  the  pret- 
K2  ty 
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ty  young  creature  already  named.  Their  court- 
mip,  which  was  all  by  ftealth,  unknown  to  the 
family,  continued  about  a  year.  When  it  was 
found  out,  old  WRIGHT  SON,  his  wife,  and  par- 
ticularly their  crooked  daughter  HANNAH, 
flouted  at  the  maiden  and  treated  her  with  no- 
table contempt.  For  they  held  it  as  a  maxim 
and  a  ruftic  one  it  is,  that  blood  was  nothing 
without  groats. 

THE  young  lover  fickened,  and  took  to  his 
bed  about  Shrove-tuefday,  and  died  the  funday 
fennight  after. 

ON  the  laft  day  of  his  illnefs,  he  defired  to 
fee  his  Miftrefs.  She  was  civilly  received  by 
the  Mother,  who  bid  her  welcome — when  it  was 
too  late.  But  her  daughter  HANNAH  lay  at  his 
back ;  to  cut  them  off  from  all  opportunity  of 
exchanging  their  thoughts. 

AT  her  return  home,  on  hearing  the  bell  toll 
out  for  his  departure,  me  fcreamed  aloud  that 
her  heart  was  burft,  and  expired  fome  moments 
after. 

THE 
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THE  then  Curate  of  BOWES  *  inferted  it  in 
his  regifter,  that  they  both  died  of  love,  and 
were  buried  in  the  fame  grave,  March  15.  1714. 
I  am, 


Dear  Sir, 


Yours,  &c. 


*  BOWES  is  a  fmall  village  in  YORKSHIRE,  where  in  for- 
mer times  the  Earls  of  RICHMOND  had  a  caftle.  It  ftands 
on  the  edge  of  that  vafl  and  mountainous  trail,  named  by  the 
neighbouring  people  STANEMORE  j  which  is  always  expofed 
to  wind  and  weather,  defolate  and  lolitary  throughout. 

CAMS.  BRIT. 


On  the   DEATH  of 


LADY   ANSON, 


Addrcffed  to  her  FATHER. 


MDCCLXI. 
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ON      THE 

D       E       AT       H 

b  F 

LADY     ANSON. 


OCROWN'D  with  honor,   blefi  with  length 
of  days, 

Thou  whom  the  wife  revere,  the  worthy  praife  $ 
Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  explain'd, 
And  meriting  all  titles  thou  haft  gain'd— 
Tho  ftill  the  faireft  from  Heaven's  bounty  flow ; 
For  good  and  great  no  monarch  can  beftow : 
Yet  thus,  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends  poffeft, 
No  fortune,  HARDWICKE,  is  fmcerely  bleft. 
All  humankind  are  fbns  of  forrow  born : 
The  great  muft  fuffer,  and  the  good  muft  mourn, 

FOR  fay,  can  VFtfdoms  felf,  what  late  was  thine, 
Can  Fortitude,  without  a  figh,   refign  ? 

L  Ah 
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Ah  no !  when  Love,  when  Reafon,  hand  in  hand, 
O'er  the  cold  urn  confenting  Mourners  ftand, 
The  firmed  heart  diflblves  to  foftnefs  here  : 
And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 
Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  weaknefs  medr 
Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead  : 
From  tender  thought  their  fource  unblam'd  they 

draw, 
By  Heaven  approv'd,   and  true  to  Nature's  law* 

WH  E  N  his  lov'd  Child  the  Roman  could  not  fave, 
Immortal  TULLY,  from  an  early  grave*, 
No  common  forms  his  home-felt  paffion  kept: 
The  fage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent,  wept. 
And  O  by  grief  ally'd,  as  join'd  in  fame, 
The  fame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  are  the  fame. 
She  whom  the  Mufes,  whom  the  Loves  deplore, 
Even  She,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more : 
In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue's  bloom, 
Loft  to  thy  hopes  and  filent  in  the  tomb. 

*  TULLIA  died  about  the  age  of  two  and  thirty.  She  is 
celebrated  for  her  filial  piety ;  and  for  having  added,  to  the 
ufual  graces  of  her  fex,  the  more  folid  accomplishments  of 

knowledge  and  polite  letters. 

O 
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O  SEASON  mark'd  by  mourning  and  defpairl 
Thy  blafts  how  fatal  to  the  Young  and  Fair  ? 
For  vernal  frefhnefs,  for  the  balmy  breeze, 
Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  with  difeafe ; 
Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breath, 
That  fcatter'd  feaver,  agony,  and  death  ! 
What  funerals  has  thy  cruel  ravage  fpred  ! 
What  eyes  have  flow'd!  what  noble  bofbms  bled  I 

HERE  let  Reflection  fix  her  fober  view  : 
O  think,   who  fuffer,   and  who  figh  with  you. 
See,   rudely  fnatch'd,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms, 
Bright  GR ANB Y  from  a  youthful  hufband's  arms ! 
In  climes  far  diflant,  fee  that  hufband  mourn ; 
His  arms  revers'd,  his  recent  laurel  torn ! 
Behold  again,  at  Fate's  imperious  call, 
Jn  one  dread  inftant  blooming  LINCOLN  fall! 
See  her  lov'd  Lord  with  fpeechlefs  anguim  bend  \ 
And,.mixing  tears  with  his,  thy  nobleft  friend, 
Thy  FELH  AM  turn  on  heaven  his  ftreaming  eye  ; 
Again  in  Her,  he  fees  a  Brother  die  ! 

AND  He,  who  long,  unfhaken  and  ferene, 
Had  Death,  in  each  dire  form  of  terror, 
L  2 
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Thro  worlds  unknown  o'er  unknown  oceans  toft, 
By  Love  fubdu'd,  now  weeps  a  Con  fort  loft ; 
Now,  funk  to  fondnefs,  all  the  man  appears, 
His  front  dejected,  and  his  foul  in  tears  J. 


YET  more :  nor  thou  the  Mufe's  voice  difdain, 
Who  fondly  tries  to  foothe  a  Father's  pain — 
Let  thy  calm  eye  furvey  the  fuffering  ball  : 
See  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fall ! 
What  fpring  had  promis'd  and  what  autumn  yields, 
The  bread  of  thoufands,  ravifh'd  from  their  fields ! 
See  youth  and  age,  th'  ignoble  and  the  great, 
Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  promifcuous  fate  ! 
Hear  EUR  OPE  groan!  hear  all  her  nations  mourp! 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  borne. 

THINK  too:   and  Reafon  will  confirm  the 

thought : 

Thy  cares,  for  Her,  are  to  their  period  brought. 
Yes,  She,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age, 
With  wit,  chaftis'd,  with  fprightly  temper,  fage; 
Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend, 
Whop  all  became,  wife,  fifter,  daughter,  friend, 
•i  w4  Unwarp'4 
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Unwarp'd  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unftain'd, 
The  prize  of  virtue  has,  for  ever,  gain'd ! 
From  life  efcap'd,  and  fafe  on  that  calm  more 
Where  fin  and  pain  and  error  are  no  more, 
She  now  no  change,  nor  You  a  fear  can  feel : 
Death,  to  her  fame,  has  fix'd  th'  eternal  feal ! 


A   FU- 
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FUNERAL     HYMN. 


i. 

YE  midnight  fhades,  o'er  Nature  fpred ! 
Dumb  filence  of  the  dreary  hour ! 
In  honor  of  th'  approaching  Dead, 
Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 
Yes,  pour  around, 
On  this  pale  ground, 
Thro  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom, 
The  fober  thought, 
The  tear  untaught, 
Thofe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb. 

II. 

Lo  !  as  the  furplic'd  train  draw  near 
To  this  laft  manfion  of  mankind, 
The  flow  fad  belj,  the  fable  bier, 

In  holy  mufings  wrap  the  mind ! 

4  And 
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And  while  their  beam, 

With  trembling  ftream, 
Attending  tapers  faintly  dart  -, 

Each  mouldering  bone, 

Each  fculptor'd  ftone, 
Strikes  mute  inftru&ion  to  the  heart ! 

III. 

Now,  let  the  facred  organ  blow, 
With  folemn  paufe,  and  founding  flow : 
Now,  let  the  voice  due  meafure  keep, 
In  ftrains  that  figh,  and  words  that  weep; 
Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  rowl, 
Not  to  deprefs,  but  lift  the  foaring  foul. 

IV. 

To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife, 

Who  firft  inform'd  our  frame  with  breath .: 
And  after  fome  few  ftormy  days, 

Now,  gracious,  gives  us  o'er  to  Death. 
No  King  of  Fears 
In  him  appears, 

Who  fhuts  the  fcene  of  human  woes : 
Beneath  his  fhade 
Securely  laid, 
The  Dead  alone  find  true  repofe, 

THEN, 
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V. 

THEN,  while  we  mingle  duft:  with  duft, 

To  ONE,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Raife  haleluiahs  !  GOD  is  juft, 

And  Man  moft  happy,  when  he  dies ! 

His  winter  paft, 

Fair  fpring  at  laft 
Receives  him  on  her  flowery  fhore  j 

Where  Pleafure's  rofe 

Immortal  blows, 
And  fin  and  forrow  are  no  more ! 


THE      END. 
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